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An interest in common? For a moment, thinking of
Julie, Lewis recoiled before the possibility of her husband*!
suspicion, but Narwitz's expression was gentle and calm.
"I mean," he added, "our desire so to control our lives
that we are invulnerable within the world. That is, cer-
tainly, a universal desire, but you and I are conscious of
it, and that's rare; it's a link between us. Contemplation
is one of the words that unite men in Turgeniev's sense,"
he added, after pausing to pick up from a small table at
his side the book that Julie was to read to him when she
came. "Do you know this story?" He raised it in the
sunlight.
"Yes, I know it well,"
"In the opening—and there isn't a lovelier opening to
any story; it's the character of Insarov, when he comes,
that prevents it from being a masterpiece—in the opening,
when the two young men, the philosopher and the artist,
are lying in the shade of the lime tree on the river-bank,
discussing ants and beetles and beauty and women and
love, do you remember how Bersenyev declares that
happiness isn't one of the words that unite men? The
words that unite are Art, Country, Science, Freedom—so
he says; it seems a strange choice to us, over-coloured with
liberal optimism. Still, Bersenyev was young. . . . Then
he says that love, too, is a word that unites—not the love
that Shubin has in his mind, but the love that is self-
sacrifice."
"That's a bad phrase," Lewis interrupted.
Narwitz considered it, lifting his eyebrows and lowering
them, as though he were tasting a wine. "Yes," he ad-
mitted, "smudged. Nineteenth-century liberalism again;
even Turgeniev couldn't escape it." He laughed. "No
wonder Shubin answers: 'That's all very well for Ger-
mans!' "
"If I remember, Shubin had French blood in him,'*
Lewis said, smiling.
Narwitz's eyes sparkled. "Yes. You are right. Shubia
wants love for himself. He wants to be first. Then, sud-
denly—and this is what I've been leading to—suddenly

